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there's going to be pillage everywhere. She is fright-
ened to death! and the more so as Monsieur has
gone!"
"What Monsieur?"
"The Prince!"
Frederick entered the boudoir. The Marechale ap-
peared in her petticoat, and her hair hanging down
her back in disorder.
"Ah! thanks! You are going to save me! 'tis the
second time! You are one of those who never count
the cost!"
"A thousand pardons!" said Frederick, catching
her round the waist with both hands.
"How now? What are you doing?" stammered
the Marechale, at the same time, surprised and cheered
up by his manner.
He replied:
"I am the fashion!   Pm reformed!"
She let herself fall back on the divan, and continued
laughing under his kisses.
They spent the afternoon looking out through the
window at the people in the street. Then he brought
her to dine at the Trois Freres Provenfaux. The
meal was a long and dainty one. They came back
on foot for want of a vehicle.
At the announcement of a change of Ministry,
Paris had changed. Everyone was in a state of de-
light. People kept promenading about the streets, and
every floor was illuminated with lamps, so that it
seemed as if it were broad daylight. The soldiers
made their way back to their barracks, worn out and
looking quite depressed. The people saluted them
with exclamations of "Long live the Line!"
They   went   on   without   making   any  response*
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